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BOTHWELL                 [ACT i.

Queen.   It shall not please me; I say she hath

made him kneel,

(And this does please me indeed) hath seen him down,
Seen him and spurned him kneeling from her foot,
As my born traitor and subject.    David, nay,
But hath thy careful love not made thee mad,
Whose counsel was my sword against him once ?
Why, thou wast sworn his slayer, and all that while-
He held up head against us thy one word
Bade strike him dead of all men.    What, hast them
Fairly forgot his purpose, were I taken,
To speed thee out of life ? his secret bond,
Sealed with himself in spirit, thou shouldst die ?
Wast thou not trothplight with that soulless hoy,
Ere he might thee, to rid him out of life ?
Nay, and thou knowest how dear a cause I have,
And thou, to slay him when the good chance comes,
Which God make speedy toward us; by my hand,
Too little and light to hold up his dead head,
It was my hope to dip it in his life
Made me ride iron-mailed, a soldieress,
All those days through we drove them here and there,
Eastward from Fife, and hither and forth again,
And broken to the border; yea, all day
I thought how worth his life it were to ride
Within the shot-length of my saddlebow
And try my poor and maiden soldiership.
And now I am bidden, and you it is bid me,
Reach my hand forth forgivingly and meek
To strike with his for love and policy ?